Not that there was anything of the prig in him — his sympathies were far too broad for that. The notes in which he discusses with Mr. Gilder the suppression of his initials on the poem written in his honor reveal a characteristic mingling of modesty as to his own attainments with delight in the appreciation of others and tender concern for their feelings. He had, too, that rarest form of humor which enables a man to laugh at himself, and an artist to relish parodies of his own style. We see it in the letter of January 24, 1901, to Mr. Edwin Arlington Robinson, in which he plays with the notion of how his "florid vocabulary" may affect a brother poet of the opposed method, a devotee of under-statement. Even in college days, when some solemnity of egotism is almost the accepted attitude, he had already this self-immolating humor. A college mate, I remember, used to make fun of the "foolish little cricket thing" in the song, "My love is gone into the East,"1 and to turn the third stanza into baldest prose by the simple device of changing "or late or soon" into "sooner or later." That Moody may have been a little nettled as well as amused is suggested by his request,when he sent me " Dawn Parley" a year or two later, that before reading it I abstract myself for twelve hours from the society of the jester; but all the same he thoroughly enjoyed the joke, and recurs to it with unction in his letter of December i, 1895. When he was writing "Gloucester Moors," at East Gloucester, in the spring of 1900, he asked a lady at the hotel,
1 "Poems and Plays," vol. I, p. 151. XXVl the offers.
